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DAD'S BEST FRIEND 


My dad’s best friend is the only man | ever wanted. 


But can this older man have eyes for such a much 
younger woman? 


The first time he looks at me after | return home from 
college is the first time | think there might actually bea 
chance...to share another kind of first time I’ve been 
saving just for him. 


Will my dad’s best friend risk my father’s friendship for 
me in the hopes of the HEA I’ve always wanted, or will this 
older man leave this younger woman heartbroken in San 
Francisco... forever? 


*Dad’s Best Friend is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger 
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CHAPTER 1 


Damian 


“Surprise!” what must be over one hundred people yell as | 
walk into the restaurant. 


“Cheers to your fortieth, and nearly forty years of 
friendship,” my best friend Darren says as he hands mea 
glass of whiskey. 


We clink our glasses together and | tip the smooth brown 
liquid back, but it doesn’t go down nearly as smoothly as it 
looks. 


And it has nothing to do with the quality and everything to 
do with her. 


The girl in the white dress in the back corner of the room 
who’s watching as I both cough and try and stop the alcohol 
from coming out of my nose. 


“You okay, buddy?” Darren asks. “Getting too old, aren’t 
ya? Can’t hold your alcohol.” 


The only thing I’m thinking about holding right now is that 
girl...in my arms all night long and keeping my sudden 
raging erection at bay. 


The entire room goes quiet and | focus on her with the 
intensity of a lion hunting its prey. 


And | pray to god I’m not making a complete fool out of 
myself right now as my eyes lock on her as | stare for way 
too long for what’s socially acceptable. 


My mind flashes with things that we certainly wouldn’t do in 
a social setting like this. No way would I allow another man 
to ever see what’s underneath those clothes. 


And no way could | tell her the things that are on my mind 
right now. 


But the most important thing is ending this surprise 
birthday party that just started and getting the only 
birthday gift I’ve ever wanted. 


Her 
But apparently I’m not the only one with that idea. 


| see a group of boys on the other side of our cordoned off 
area tapping her on the shoulder and trying to get her 
attention, but she keeps her focus on me... until one leans 
over the barrier and puts his face right in front of her, 
separating our mutual stares and causing her head to recoil 
back as she brings her hands in front of her face trying to 
get space between her and the boy. 


A second boy reaches around and grabs the drink from her 
hand and downs it causing the entire group to start 
laughing. 


Time to teach these kids manners. And to make sure she 
gets the last laugh. 


Without looking | put the empty glass on the small circular 
table off to the side and march right over there. 


But this is no liquid courage. This isn’t alcohol running 
through my veins...this is fire and rage. 


And a promise and a claim. 


I’m going to show them, and her, exactly who she belongs to 
right fucking now. 


| grab the boy by the back of his predictably black button 
down “going out” shirt and toss him back over the railing. 


“This iS a private party and you’re not invited,” | say to his 
friends. 


“Beat it, grandpa. My dad owns the place.” 


“And I’m gonna own you if you don’t get away from her right 
now,” | say, holding back the venomous words | really want 
to spit at these assholes. 


But cursing in front of a lady is not my thing. Never has 
been and never will be...except maybe in the bedroom, but 
then again | wouldn’t know. I’ve been too busy building my 
company from the ground up since | started it in my garage 
in high school. | haven’t had the time, nor the desire, for a 
woman in my life. 


Until now. 


“I'll talk to who | want to talk to and if you try and stop me 
l'II have you thrown out,” he says. 


“Thrown out, huh. Like this?” | ask. 


| reach over the barrier One hand clamps down hard on his 
shirt collar and the other latches onto his belt. 


| lift him up and over and carry him right to the exit. 

“Put me down, asshole!” 

“If you insist,” | say, rocking back on my heels and letting 
my momentum carry me forward as | toss him right out the 


front door and into the cool San Francisco night. 


This city is one of the hilliest in the world and if | know one 
thing it’s that he’s gonna roll... for awhile. 


| step back inside the restaurant and the spitting image of 
what that boy would look like if he was thirty years older 
comes in my direction. 


But | don’t break my pace walking right up to him and 
stopping inches from him. 


“Your son needs to learn some manners when it comes to 
women and adults,” | say. 


“I... m sorry. I’ve been trying to teach him.” 
“Well, do a better job,” | say. 


| turn and walk back into the area where our party is, my 
eyes scanning the room for the girl. 


But she’s gone. 


“Jeez, dude. Are you okay?” Darren asks. 


“That boy was bothering the girl that was standing here,” | 
say looking at the floor seeing the empty space where she’d 
just been, longing for her to suddenly reappear. 

“The girl?” 

“The one that was just here in the white dress.” 

“You didn’t recognize her?” 

“No, she must be a friend of one of the guests,” | say. 
Darren’s head pulls back. One eyebrow goes up and his 
opposite eye closes as he gives me a face like | just put 


smelling salts in front of him or something. 


“Yeah, she’s one of our guests all right. Mine. My daughter” 


CHAPTER 2 


Delilah 


| put the toilet seat down and double check that the door is 
locked. | put my elbows on my knees and my head in my 
palms and close my eyes. 

| need to catch my breath right now and nothing is working. 
The man I’ve been secretly obsessed with from a distance... 
the man I’ve spent many a night fantasizing about... just 
gave me the ultimate white knight fantasy right in front of 
my very eyes. 

And the eyes of about one hundred other people. 


| can’t stand immature, obnoxious boys and their juvenile 
attempts at getting a girl’s attention. 


And apparently neither can he. 


And if we agree on that then maybe he’ll agree on another 
thing. 


I’m not my daddy’s little girl anymore. I’m an adult, 
although a young one. But still I’m old enough to make my 
own decisions. 


And my most important decision has never changed. 


To be his. 


Damian is the only man I've ever wanted. At first it was just 
a simple crush that started a few years ago, but after | went 
off to a two-year college to get my associates degree the 
attraction only grew stronger. 


The longer | was away the more | missed him. And the more 
| realized guys my age just couldn’t compare. 


But it’s not just because he’s aman. It’s because he’s the 
man. 


He’s incredibly tall, very dark, and beyond handsome. 


He’s handsome in that rugged kind of way that says he’s not 
afraid to get his hands dirty... or pull my hair back when | 
ask, or even when | don’t. 


| even studied web design just because of him. 


He’s one of the most famous businessmen in all of Silicon 
Valley and he has been for years. 


He started a tech fitness app about ten years ago and once 
he added those armband things that you see people wearing 
everywhere he literally cemented his status as a billionaire. 


People up here like to use the word unicorn to describe the 
minute fraction of startups that go on to become household 
brands, or even verbs. Google. Uber Tesla. Companies like 
that. Well, his “Funfit” app and the armband is one of those. 


But while most of the world is asking their friends if they 
want to “funfit” this and “funfit” that, I’m thinking of a 
different kind of fit, that | know would be much more than 
fun. 


One that would be life changing in its own regard. 
One I’ve been saving just for him. 


One I was hoping to give him tonight as the ultimate gift for 
his birthday. 


But here | am hyperventilating in the bathroom instead. 


| thought my biggest problem was going to be my dad, or his 
relationship with him. 


But after what he just did in front of everybody the biggest 
problem is now myself 


I’ve gotten this close. No time to worry about what other 
people think now, right? 


It’s go time. 

| bring my face out of my hands and then take a deep breath 
and blow it out. Looking at my watch | see an entire half 
hour has already passed. 

Time to quit messing around. 

| unlock the bathroom door and without even checking how | 


look in the mirror | storm right back into the party... and 
another complete surprise. 


CHAPTER 3 


Damian 


| take a puff of a cigarette for the first time in my life as | run 
my hand down the back of my neck, squeezing it hard trying 
to remove the tension. 


My foot won't stop tapping as | take another puff. | just 
bought a pack from the corner store to try and calm down. 
I’ve got to try anything. It’s the first cigarette I’ve ever 
smoked in my life so it should have a big effect on me, but 
it’s not working. Nothing has ever affected me more than 
her and there’s no cure...not that I’m looking for one despite 
my current behavior. 


My head darts right and then left as | sit out front of the 
restaurant where my surprise birthday party was supposed 
to occur tonight. 


The cops said | had two options. Option one was to take me 
down to the station and book me for assault. They, like l, 
knew that meant my mug shot would be online before the 
fog even rolled in over the bridge tonight. 


Option two was to close down the party immediately and 
everyone to go home. 


Seems like they’ve had some problems with that group of 
rich brats before and felt like they could use a lesson, and | 
could catch a break in the process of giving it to them. 


The owner had them down here not two minutes after our 
little face to face. | should have know he was full of shit 
saying how he was trying to teach his son better manners. 
Apparently it runs in the family. 


But running into Darren’s family was the last thing | 
expected tonight. 


| do the math and figure Delilah must be twenty now. She 
left S.F. when she was eighteen to go off and study. 


The last time | would have seen her was at her high school 
graduation, but I arrived late as | was away on a business 
trip and arrived after she was already in bed. 

I'd managed to sneak in a quick beer with her dad that night 
before taking an Uber home, but | hadn’t so much as had a 
peek at her. 

Nor was it even on my radar. 


She was only eighteen at the time. So the last time | saw 
her she must have been...sixteen or seventeen? Just a kid. 


And that’s always how I’d seen her. 
Until tonight. 


She’d changed so much | didn’t even recognize her as the 
Same person. 


Talk about a total transformation. 


She'd traded in the pigtails for long, flowing golden locks. 


Gone were the braces and in their place were a perfect set of 
pearly white teeth. 


And those big glasses she wore? Well she must have 
switched to contacts or now that she was older had opted for 
Lasik. 


But my eyes sure didn’t have any trouble picking out the 
biggest change of all. 


Her body. 


Instead of a kid with legs too big for her body that made her 
a bit on the clumsy side, now she had a fuller, more athletic 
figure. She looked more like a college soccer player and the 
kind of woman there was absolutely no way | would be able 
to keep my hands off of 


The first woman that ever made me feel this way, and damn 
what a feeling it was. 


But right now all | feel is the cold bricks against my back 
and the cold cement underneath my ass as | sit just next to 
this stupid restaurant. 


The only problem is that it’s the lower level of the building | 
live in so going home for me means just getting in the 
elevator and calling it a night, which is what I’d planned on 
doing tonight until | got a last second text from Darren to 
grab a drink for my birthday. 


| was so addicted to work I'd totally forgotten what day it 
was. 


But damn, did she ever wake me up out of that slumber and 
show me exactly what life’s about. 


It’s not the cars, the money, the nice house or any of those 
fancy things. 


It’s that view that captivates you...the one you can’t take 
your eyes off of. 


For some it’s the arch of the Golden Gate Bridge, but for me 
it’s a different kind of arch. 


The one I want to see her back in when I’ve got her body 
exposed underneath me as | claim her as mine. 


| take the last drag of the cigarette and stick it in the 
Sandbox that’s meant for these things. | laugh at myself. 


| made it exactly forty years without smoking a cigarette, 
and now I've had exactly one in my life. 


And it was awful. 


And more importantly it did nothing to calm me from the 
high that I’m still on thinking about her. 


“Mister Damm?” a voice says out of nowhere. 


The light, soft notes of her voice are like a spring wind across 
a piano keyboard and | turn to see her shy smile. 


| can’t believe the idea of spring winds and piano keyboards 
are even in my internal lexicon. I’m a hardened 
businessman, competing in the shark-infested waters of 
Silicon Valley’s tech world by day, and competing on the 
athletic field and gym at night. 


My mind and my body are just as sharp, built, and masculine 
as any man to ever walk the face of this earth, but there’s 
something about her femininity that shatters me from the 
inside. 


A tornado of thoughts swirl through my head, peeling away 
layer by layer of armor I’ve built up inside over the course of 
an entire lifetime. 


A lifetime | know now can only be complete with her. 
And that innocent smile tells me she’s just as innocent as | 


thought she was. And I’m going to be the first, and only 
one, to do something about it. 


CHAPTER 4 


Delilah 


“Delilah,” he says, standing up from his position against the 
side of the building. 


The baritone notes of my name leave his lips as smooth as 
leather, yet with a firmness edged in steel. 


The sound of my name is firm, but warm, and it cloaks me 
like a blanket, making me immediately feel warm and 
protected. 


“I’m sorry about what happened when you were... protecting 
me.” 


“Delilah, please,” he says. His words are tense as his hand 
reaches out to my arm to comfort me. 


When his fingers find the cotton fabric covering my forearm | 
swear the spark is enough to light my clothes on fire, which 
is all that | want right now. 

It’s a cool night in S.F., but the way he’s got me feeling has a 
cool beads of sweat forming in the valley between my 
breasts. 

And it’s not the only place I’m wet. 


As his fingers tease over my arm a whimper escapes me. 


I’ve never been so moist in my entire life. The way his eyes 
look at me in the night...the reflection from the moon and 
the streetlights cutting perpendicularly through them... all | 
can think about is him tearing my clothes off and ramming 
his cock into me so deep that | ride his pole all the way up 
the steps to his penthouse as he takes me and makes me his 
until the sun rises over the Golden Gate. 


“Where have you been my whole... these last few years?” 
“I was away. Studying.” 
“I know that, but | mean...” 


His words hang just as long as his gaze and even though my 
eyes stay locked on his | can see his stiffness begging to be 
freed from his pants. This big, strong, powerful man is hard 
as a rock because of me. | did that. Now I want him to do 
things to me I’m too embarrassed to even speak. 


“| got my degree in web design. I’m in the tech world now, 
just like you.” Suddenly I go from feeling like I’m on top of 
the world to feeling like an idiot. I’m anew college graduate 
and he’s a billionaire revolutionary in our field. To compare 
me to him would be an insult to everything he’s achieved 
over a lifetime of work. 


“Just. Like Me” 


He says nothing more, just staring at me still. I’ve never had 
someone maintain such strong or long eye contact with me 
in my life. I’m not some hot girl that’s intimidating or 
anything like that... not the type of girl that guys look at and 
quickly look away once they’re caught. As a matter of fact | 
usually go unnoticed. 


Maybe it’s my tomboy ways, or the techie way | dress in 
sweatshirts and New Balance shoes most of the time, but 
there’s something about me that immediately puts me in the 
friend zone with guys. 


Not that that has ever been a problem because friendship is 
all | ever wanted from a guy. 


And he is not a guy. He is so much more. He is aman. The 
man. 


And l'm not friendzoning myself with him. Not now. Not 
ever. 


Which is why | specifically wore this white dress tonight and 
put time into my appearance. 


And the white was strategically chosen. | wanted him to 
know I was pure...an angel... his angel. 


But he’s saying nothing right now and it’s making me 
nervous. He very obviously wants me, his body and his eyes 
are giving him away but there’s also something or 
somethings that are holding him back. 

His age and his relationship with my dad. 

And it’s then I know I’ve overstepped my bounds. 

Just when | thought | was an adult and all grown up and 
ready to show him, he shows me the internal struggle going 
on inside him. And he does it by saying nothing at all. 


His body language speaks volumes. 


His relationship with my dad means everything to him. 
They’re like brothers. | severely underestimated that, 
blinded by my own wants and desires. 


And now I’ve made a complete fool out of myself 

“| should go,” | say. 

“Stop,” he says, his grip on my arm tightening. 

| don’t pull away but | watch as his eyelids flicker and his 
grip loosens slightly. He must have thought he was holding 
me too tight. 

| don’t think that’s possible, and he would know it’s not 
either if he knew all the fantasies I’ve had about him... and 
how much stronger, vibrant, and realistic they’ve become. 

| wake up at night touching myself thinking about him. 
And that’s after lying in bed for hours trying not to think of 
him. Trying to get him out of my head so | can focus on 


anything other than him. 


But it’s impossible, and truth be told | only want to think 
about him. 


“Have you accepted a position since you’ve gotten back? 
Who are you working for?” 


“I've had a few rounds of interviews at a couple places, but | 
haven’t been accepted anywhere yet or gotten an offer from 
my top choices as they’re still narrowing down their 
candidates.” 


“Let them make that mistake,” he says. 


“Mistake?” 
“Mistake of not hiring you on the spot, like I just did.” 
“You're...” 


“Yes. You're mine now...my employee. That’s an antiquated 
word. Teammate. Or more like partner I’ve known you 
forever. | need someone | can trust to hand my business 
over to. I’ve done what | need to do in this industry. 
Technology is always about the new, about advancing, about 
being fresh. That’s you. | can see it in your face, in your 
hunger, in your passion.” 


I’m not sure if he’s just being nice or misplacing my passion 
and hunger for him with technology, but either way it’s a 
nice thing to say But l'm not so sure | deserve it. 


“But | haven’t even interviewed.” 


“You've been interviewing your whole life. The best kind of 
interview.” 


“Not me. My dad.” 


“Exactly. And I know your dad better than anyone and | 
know how he raised you. And I know how well you’ve done 
in school and what you’ve studied... all of that. And | know 
there’s no one better to become my partner, than you. 
You're perfect.” 


“Your... business partner?” 


“When you’re handing over your baby, something you’ve 
grown from an idea into your entire life, it’s more than just 


business. It’s personal,” he says taking a step closer to me. 


My breath catches and my heart rate kicks up even a notch 
higher. 


The way he’s hovering overme. The sound of his voice. His 
long, thick fingers on my forearm. 


| swear | could climax right here and now if I’m not careful. 
“Do you accept?” he says. 

a |.” 

“I won’t take no for an answer.” 

| raise my palms, or at least | do on one hand. The grip he 
has on my other forearm is firmer than I though and | can 
only think of him holding me down and taking exactly what 
he wants from me. 


And it’s not my resume. 


Which would be just as empty in the bedroom as it would be 
in the boardroom. 


A man like this could date actresses, models, powerful 
women of business... anyone he wants. 


Why would a twenty-year-old virgin appeal to him? What 
could | do to please him that a more experienced woman 
couldn’t? 


“Do you have an online portfolio? You must if you’re 
interviewing.” 


“I do,” | say. 
“Let’s take a look. Let’s get started now.” 


“I can show you on my phone,” | say digging my free hand 
into my pocket. 


“Not your phone,” he says. His eyes wander from left to 
right across the night sky. 


“It’s still my birthday, even though my party turned out to 
have a different, and bigger, surprise than planned.” 


“My wish now is for you to show me what you can do in high- 
def.” 


“My screen resolution is pretty good,” | say. 


“We'll play it on my projection screen and look at it in 
images that are bigger than we are. l'Il open the roof up and 
we can have a drink... non-alcoholic of course. I’m nota 
drinker myself to be honest, but of course | took that shot in 
celebration as is custom for a gracious guest.” 


“I’m not much of a drinker either.” 

“I know Two of a kind. Remember?” 

“Mister Damm, we asked you to leave over thirty minutes 
ago. You agreed, yet you’re still here,” a uniformed officer 


SayS, appearing out of nowhere. 


“| left the establishment and haven’t been back inside. But | 
do live just upstairs.” 


The officer smiles. “Don’t you have houses all over the city, 
or the world for that matter? As much as | enjoyed you 
teaching that family a bit of a lesson, and that’s between 
you and me, it’s best not to antagonize them. They did call 
us behind your back after all. No telling what crazy people 
like that might do.” 


“You're right, officer,” he says. “You’re absolutely right. | 
appreciate it and we were just going.” 


He motions to the door just to the side and I take a step 
towards it. He opens the door for me and we walk into the 
building together. 


And | walk through a door that | know will change my life 
forever, no matter what does or doesn’t happen between us. 


CHAPTER 5 


Damian 


“You can sit there,” | say pointing to my plush, leather office 
chair behind my oak desk. 


| move towards the all-in-one remote, but as she steps 
toward the chair | look back, catching a glimpse of her ass 
knowing that will be mine...along with every other piece of 
her. 


But it’s not just her body | want. | want it all. Her mind, her 
heart, and her soul. 


Because damn that’s exactly what she’s getting from me 
right now. 


| feel like I’m about to spontaneously combust | want her so 
bad. 


This is like one of those cheesy movies I’ve overheard some 
of my employees talking about at the water cooler ona 
Monday morning. The kinds of movies and books some of 
the women who work for my company are addicted to. 


As much as | value their work, and with each year | swear 
the smartest and hungriest workers are more and more often 
becoming women, there was always something inside me 
that wondered what in the heck they were thinking. 


Why do they watch movies like that? Why do they read 
books like that? 


And it made even less sense with the ones | knew to be 
married. 


Well... now | know It’s not a logical thought. It’s not like me 
who in the few free moments | have each month | usually try 
and invest in something educational like a tech article or 
even NatGeo or Animal Planet. 

It’s nothing like that. It’s emotional. 

And now | realize all these computers, and codes, and ways 
to save our lives a second there and a minute there are just 
that. 

Heartless pieces of metal. 


Using technology like a helicopter to avoid rush hour traffic 
provides a certain kind of benefit and joy. 


But nothing can compare to the joy and pleasure of another 
human being, no matter how many hours or even days you 
have to sit in traffic just to reach them. 

And not just any human being. 


The one who finally makes everything make sense. 


It’s that missing puzzle piece when you thought you’d 
already finished putting the puzzle together years ago. 


| felt like | completed the puzzle that is the game of life a 
long time ago. | won in complete and utter domination. 


But if | was to look at that imaginary puzzle now | would see 
that the center piece is completely missing. My mind simply 


filled it in as the other nine hundred and ninety-nine pieces 
were there. 


But the most important one wasn’t. 

Until now. 

| flip off the lights and flip on the projector with the remote. 
“What’s the website address?” | ask. 
“DelilahsDeliciousDevelopment.com,” she says. 

| practically swallow my tongue. 

“Development or web development?” 


“| preferred the alliteration so | left off the web part,” she 
Says. 


Why does she make it so hard for me not to focus on her 
body right now talking about development and the way her 
curves are illuminated from above? 

“I thought you studied design?” 

“| did.” 

“Then why development?” 

“| started in web development, but realized that coding 
wasn’t for me. | like it, but that’s what you do. | figured if 


you did coding and | did design then it would be the 
perfect...” 


| freeze. | feel the remote almost slide from my loose grasp 
before my fingers close around it again. 


“The whole time you were thinking about...” 

She nods. 

“You were thinking of me...and you.” 

She nods again. 

“Say it.” 

“pom 

“| want to hear you say it. | want to hear it from you.” 

She opens her mouth, but her breath catches on her perfect, 
pink, soft, subtle lips and it sends all the blood in my body 
rushing straight into my cock. 

“Us. | was thinking about us,” she says softly. 

It’s barely more than a whisper, so small and innocent 
sounding but damn. She said it with such a desire behind it 


that it had my balls aching for release. 


She bites her lips and those big blue eyes of hers look up at 
me with a kind of need that | recognize as feral as my own. 


She’s mine. Mine, whether she knows it or not yet. She was 
mine the minute | laid eyes on her downstairs and claimed 
her in front of all my friends, including my best friend... her 
dad. 


But now that she’s here...here in my home there’s no turning 
back. I’m not letting her get out of here without getting a 
taste of her first. 


Her here in my home feels like perfection and torture at the 
same time. Perfection because she’s right where she 
belongs. 


And torture because right now my lips belong on her, all of 
her, and they’re not. 


| move in closer to my big office chair and she pushes off 
Slightly with her toe on the floor, turning the chair to meet 
me. 

| cup her soft, warm cheek feeling the electricity in her skin 
shoot through me as | raise her face so | can see her even 
better in the light. 


| lean in slightly stopping just short of her lips, feeling the 
heat from her breath so close to making her mine. 


“If we go further, then us becomes our reality...forever Are 
you ready for that?” 


“Yes. | want us.” 
“You want it, or you need it?” 
“| need it. | need you.” 


| close the space between us and kiss her with everything | 
have. 


My hand slides through her golden locks and around to the 
back of her head, pressing her kiss into me even more, not 


that she needs any help. 


Her lips are soft and gentle as we take our first kiss, one that 
has quickly turned hungry as we both devour each other’s 
mouths. 


Her body arches in the chair and | grab the arm, spinning it 
even more away from the desk so her legs are completely 
free. 


The way she moans when our tongues twist and twirl tells 
me that tonight was meant to be. This was my fate, my 
destiny, and my ultimate gift. 

She moans before her upper body leans into me, her arms 
wrapping around my neck as she tries to melt into me but 
our upper bodies aren’t lined up for that right now. 

“| want to feel your skin on mine,” she says. 


| feel a searing heat in my chest at the thought of our skin 
creating friction as we slide around under the sheets. 


“You will...and | will,” | say. 
She moans and my cock lurches in my pants demanding to 
be inside of her...to claim her...to make her mine and mine 


alone forever. 


| pull away from the kiss reluctantly, my eyes needing to see 
her after my mouth has had a taste. 


She just sits there, a redness on her face from where my five 
o’clock shadow moved across her skin. 


“Do you know what | want?” 


She shakes her head and | see a slight fear in her body 
language and her lack of words. 


“You don’t have to be scared, beautiful.” | pause. “You're 
not scared are you?” 


“I'm only scared of not pleasing you. Not being enough of 
what you're used to.” 


“I’m not used to anything, because I’m not used to you. 
You'll never be enough, but not for the reasons you’re 


implying.” 


Her eyes narrow as she tries to decipher my cryptic 
response. 


“You won't be enough because I'll never be able to get my 
fill of you. I’m going to spend the rest of my life trying, 
every minute of every day, but | know no matter how many 
times | feel your sweet lips on mine... how many times | taste 
your skin and your sweet peach...no matter how many times 
our bodies are joined physically, emotionally, and mentally, 
l'II still want more. l'Il need more. The way you consume 
me...all of me. It’s more powerful than anything I’ve ever 
felt before.” 


| pause and watch as her look changes, realizing the truth. 
“You're perfect and you'll always be everything just the way 
you are. And right now there’s only one way to please me 
and that’s for me to make up for not getting my birthday 
cake, which I don’t even care about now because I’ve got 
the sweetest thing in the world ready right in front of me 
and I’m ready for my taste.” 


Her ass slides forward in the chair slightly as if her body 
already knows exactly what I want and can’t wait to give it 
to me. 


“You. Spread your legs, beautiful,” | say and | literally see a 
shiver move through her body and her cheeks redden even 
more. “Spread your pretty little legs and show me what’s 
mine.” 


CHAPTER 6 


Delilah 


Somewhere inside me there should be a safety switch that 
comes on. One that tells me I’m sitting in my dad’s best 
friend’s house...a man who’s twice my age. 


And a real man who's asking me to show him something I’ve 
never shown anyone. 


And something he’s claiming for his own now. 


But there is no safety switch, because I’m all in. I’ve been all 
in for a couple of years now if not more and this is exactly 
the moment I’ve been waiting for. 


And to know that I’m about to be his birthday present on his 
fortieth? Sign me up for that honor seven days a week and 
twice on Sunday. 


| reach for the bottom of my dress hiking it up higher as he 
unbuckles his pants, Knowing we're getting closer by the 
second. 


Closer to me giving him the gift I’ve been saving for him. 
And how perfect that it gets to be on his birthday. 


And as crazy as it sounds this is exactly why | came here 
tonight in the first place. This is exactly what | wanted 
although I never thought in a million years it could happen, 
and certainly not like this. 


| should be home studying, but instead he’s studying my 
body like I’m some prized sculpture in the Louvre in Paris. 


| pull my dress up to the bottom of my panty line before 
pausing and then lifting it up and over my panties playing a 
kind of pussy peek-a-boo as | feel myself becoming more 
and more exposed to him. 


“Show me what’s mine,” he growls as his blue eyes narrow 
and shoot fire right through me. 


He takes a step back and his hand goes inside his boxer 
briefs as he grabs ahold of himself, his fly open and his 
pants spread like butterfly wings. 


“What do you want to see?” 
“Your sweet pussy,” he says without hesitation. 


“What if | don’t want to?” | ask, completely unsure of where 
those words just came from. Something inside me is telling 
me not to make it so damn easy for him. So far I’ve 
practically melted for him like butter in a hot pan. 


“But you do. | Know you do,” he says. “Tell me you don’t 
and this will all stop right now and I'll give you a ride 
home... for now. I'll pursue you like you’ve never been 
pursued before, but if you don’t want this to happen now it 
won't... yet. Until | have the chance to prove to you you’re 
the one and only for me.” 


“| already know,” I say. “I’ve always known you're the only 
one for me.” 


“Then show me what I want to see. Show me what's mine.” 


My whole body aches for him and | feel myself soaking 
through my panties already. My nipples are poking through 
the top of my dress and | can barely keep my mouth open or 
get enough oxygen into my lungs. 


And | know he can see it. 


He leans in and runs his hand over my thigh and it sends my 
insides spinning. 


With one finger he traces the inside of my leg up and over 
my cotton covered slit and then removes it in one swipe, 
bringing it to his lips and sticking it in his mouth. 


His eyes close and his head leans all the way back as he 
slides the finger from his mouth. 


“Ahhh! I’ve never tasted anything so sweet and so perfect in 
my entire life. And that was just a preview Look at what 
you're doing to me,” he says, shaking his cock in his grasp. | 
watch as the head of his dick strains against the fabric as 
the monster moves underneath his boxer briefs. 


“I know how wet you are. How ready. I’ve already tasted it 
and now | want to see it...and taste it even more, even 
deeper, even longer,” he says. “Bring your little pussy out 
to play.” 


| feel my arm shake as my index finger hooks my panties 
and slowly, ever so slowly | pull them to the side, feeling my 
lips become exposed and watching his nostrils flare the 
moment they do. 


“Perfection,” he says as he moves in closer “Spread your 
legs wider, beautiful.” 


| do as I’m told and a second later he’s on his knees in front 
of me and my finger lets loose from my panties. 


“Don’t cover yourself up. Never cover up your perfection 
from me. | want you naked all the time.” 


a Why? ” 


“Sol can do this,” he says, his face diving in-between my 
legs as his mouth comes down right on my sex sending my 
hips forward and my back arching back as | grab the 
armrests of the chair and hold on tight. 


| feel his thumb hook inside my panties as he pulls them to 
the side and then his hot breath on my pussy as he stares 
down my hole. | look at his eyes seeing all the anticipation 
of a man who's looked for something his entire life and now 
that he’s finally found it he wants to marvel at it before he 
does what he came to do. 


The way he looks at me makes me want to tear my clothes 
off and grab that big cock of his for him and ram it inside me 
until | can’t walk straight for at least a week. But there’s 
something else about his look, his hunger. 


There’s a certain protectiveness about it. Something that 
makes me feel safe and secure, and | know that although 
this is a very highly sexual situation, to say the least, this is 
also so much more. 

| soread my legs wider because of it. 


He grunts. “So perfect. So. Fucking. Perfect.” 


He continues staring at my cunt as if it’s a birthday cake he 
can’t wait to dive into. 


But apparently he knows a thing or two about hosting and 
how to treat a guest... always offering them to go first. 


“Play with your pussy, beautiful,” he says. 
My finger slides from the arm of the chair and into position. 


And for the first time ever | touch myself as someone else 
watches. 


But he’s not someone... he’s the only one. 


CHAPTER 7 


Delilah 


| run my fingers through my folds feeling my wetness drip 
from my slit and onto his fine leather chair. 


But | don’t stop and he doesn’t stop staring at me cunt. 
“Fuck, you’re so beautiful.” 

My fingers find my clit and my back arches sending my head 
skyward causing me to miss the movement from his head as 


he dives into my middle, his tongue diving deep. 


| grip hard on the armrest with my free hand and continue 
playing with myself 


“Keep going. Don’t stop,” he says in between licks, flicks, 
and deep dives with the tip of his tongue. 


And l'm thinking the exact same thing. 

| feel myself getting close and suddenly his tongue moves 
up literally pushing my fingers out of the way as he takes 
my nub into his mouth and slides a finger inside me. 
“Uh,” | whimper softly. 


“Are you close?” 


| nod my head furiously and my tiny hand comes down on 
his trying to push his finger deeper inside me. 


Just like that his mouth comes off my middle and | wish | 
wouldn’t have told him I was almost at the finish line A 
finish line that starts a lifetime journey of passion between 
US. 


His much larger hands twists my tiny hand over in his as he 
guides my wrist towards his underwear: 


Just before my hand is there his other hand yanks down his 
drawers and my mouth drops along with them. 


A steel pipe is all | can think of and I stare, marveling at its 
beauty, length, and thickness. 


“Get a good look at what’s yours now,” he says as he brings 
my hand to his shaft placing it there, but | have to bring my 
other hand up to even feel like | might have a chance to do 
something with this massive rod. 


My hands are stacked on top of one another and still I’ve 
barely covered half of his length and can’t even get my grip 
all the way around him. 


His hand slides back down into my middle, moving my 
panties to the side as he slides back into my slipperiness as | 
watch beads of come drip from his tip. 


| start stroking his cock as he fingers me furiously. 


“Uh,” | moan trying to focus on how much I enjoy the feeling 
of his dick in my grip compared to how much pleasure he’s 
giving me as his digits move in and out of me finding my 
gooshy spot each and every time as he buries his palm into 
my clit. 


“Uh,” he moans in return, but so much deeper, dominant, 
and commanding. 


“Faster,” he says. “Firmer” 


| get to work feeling the vein in his dick throbbing and his 
cock starting to twitch. His balls suddenly disappear and | 
know he’s close. 


“Come on my hand,” he commands and | feel a typhoon 
forming inside me. 


“I’m gonna mark you as my woman. You understand?” 


“Yes,” | say as | keep stroking and suddenly my hands freeze 
as my body tightens as | unload into his palm as he shoots 
geysers of come onto my thigh. 


After three or four jets of juice he starts shooting lazy ropes 
as my fountain stills in kind. 


He slowly pulls his fingers from me and brings his hand to 
his mouth, drinking it like it’s a cup. 


| watch as his eyes roll back in his head and his nostrils open 
wide as he takes in my offering as | stare at his seed 
covering my legs. 


“I'll never need birthday cake when | have this. Every damn 
day | bring this sweetness to my lips will be my birthday. I’m 
born again, brand new, now that I’ve tasted your fountain of 
youth.” 


His eyes shoot open as he stares at me. He blinks big a few 
times. 


“I'm so focused. So alert. So alive I’ve never been this 
turned on in my entire life,” he says, leaning in and kissing 
me hard. 


“What kind of secrets does that incredible body of yours 
hold?” 


“There’s one | should tell you,” | say. 
He looks at me like he already knows. 


“You don’t have to tell me because | already know. And | 
want you to know it’s perfect,” he says. “From the moment | 
saw you tonight | knew you’d never been claimed and it 
immediately became my life’s mission to be the one to do 
it... not just to be the first one, but to be the only one.” 


“I want that,” I say. “Because | only want you.” 


“And you will have me, my perfect woman... but not tonight. 
Not here and not like this, but soon... very soon, you will be 
mine and mine alone. And once! claim you there will never 
be aman who will look at you the way | looked at you 
tonight, knowing you were pure...that you’d never been 
claimed. Everyone will know that you’re mine and they'll 
immediately look away in fear knowing that | will fight to the 
death for you. You're off limits to everyone in this world... 
everyone but me. And that starts now.” 


CHAPTER 8 


Delilah 


“Hey! Where do you think you’re going?” 

My dad slowly sits up from his position on the couch, the 
Golden State Warriors basketball replay of the game which 
already ended earlier is playing on the TV. 


“Up to my room to go to bed.” 


“You don’t call anymore when you’re planning on staying out 
late?” 


a | ” 


“You have to call me. You know that. Just because you’re 
not in high school anymore doesn’t mean | don’t still worry 
about you,” he says. 

“| know.” 

“Now come here and give your old man a hug.” 

| walk over to the couch and wrap my dad up but he’s much 
bigger than me and it’s really him that wraps me up. He 
kisses me on the top of my head. 


“You know you're the only one I’ve got left,” he says. 


“| know, dad. | know.” 


Since my mom passed a few years ago my dad’s been more 
emotional and even sentimental with me. It was weird at 
first, but it makes sense now that I’m getting older As much 
as | love being his little girl after what happened tonight it 
makes me realize that what | have with Damian is only going 
to be that much tougher when the time comes to tell my 
dad. 


“What happened to you after the party?” 

I'd never lie to my dad, but this is one of those times | don’t 
think he needs to hear the whole story either Not to 
mention that although technically Damian and | didn’t have 
sex. | can’t exactly say we didn’t do anything either That 
would be the understatement of my entire life. 


“After the scuffle | went to the ladies’ room and when I came 
out everyone was gone.” 


My dad blinks a few times and looks at the clock on the 
wall. “That was hours ago.” 


“I took my time getting home. | wanted to check out the 
view from over there.” 


“It must have been a good one because | couldn’t get a hold 
of Damian either and he lives right over there. 


“He does?” 
“Yeah, you know that. | go over there a few times a month.” 


“| guess | never really paid that much attention since | 
wasn’t the one going over there.” 


“Well you know I’m paying attention to you...a lot of 
attention. So let me know when you’re going to be out late, 
okay kiddo?” 


“Yes, dad,” | say and he kisses my head again and then 
smacks me on the behind with the cover on the couch like 
he used to do when I was a kid and he playfully chased me 
off to bed. 


“Hey!” | say. 
“Just like old times,” he says. 


| give him a smile and head up the stairs. The last thing | 
see before | go in my room is his silhouette in the light from 
the TV as he picks up a picture from the mantle above the 
TV. | Know what picture it is. It’s the one we took not three 
months before my mom got diagnosed with terminal cancer 
and it took her before we really even had time to process 
what was happening. 


| try not to tear up, but it’s no use. I slide into my room and 
look at my phone. 


There are missed calls and messages from my best friend, 
Lisa. 


Sorry, | didn’t see your messages until just now 


| put my phone on the nightstand and sit on my bed. | hike 
my dress up and run my finger along the dried gift he left all 
over the inside of my legs. 


| bend forward and take a sniff from a few inches away. Jeez, 
| can smell it easily I’m surprised my dad didn’t smell it, or 
more likely if he did there’s just no way he would think it’s 


possible that his angel would enter the house that way. 
Come to think of it | can hardly believe it myself 


But then again | can hardly believe that something 
happened between Damian and I. 


My phone vibrates and | reach for it. No way Lisa is still up. 
What happened? Saw some stuff on social media. 

Or maybe she is. 

? 


Something went down at the party you were going to. Is 
Damian okay? 


| stare at her message. All these years I’ve tried to deny | 
feel anything towards him, at least to her She’s the only 
one who even has a clue but | was never going to put fuel on 
the fire. 

Are you Okay? she adds. 

Yeah. Thanks. Just a scuffle. Party got cancelled though. 
Bummer. Did you two have your own party instead? lol 

If only she knew. 

l'm not interested in him. | told you a thousand times. 


| roll my eyes and try not to laugh. 


Just saying hi. Going to go back to sleep. Sweet dreams. 
Likely of him I’m guessing, but | won't ask. 


| send her an exasperated face emoji and then a hand 
waving and a moon. 


And then I put my phone down and run my hand over his 
dried up claim that’s practically a part of my body now. 


| pull my dress up and over my head and look at the door to 
my bathroom which is wide open. 


| always always always take a shower before bed. 

But tonight it’s time to break that streak. 

Because | want to remember this night forever And when | 
wake up in the morning I’m going to run my hand over the 
inside of my thighs again making sure this all wasn’t a 
dream. 


Because this...him...it’s too good to be true. 


And then | remember...| accepted a position at his company 
so I’m going to be working with him. 


Or underneath him. 
Or preferably both... all the time. 


But now it’s time to go to bed, even though | don’t want this 
night to ever end. 


And next time | lie down to sleep | have a feeling something 
else will have ended. 


My life as a virgin. 


Because I’m ready to become a woman... his woman. 


CHAPTER 9 


Damian 
| look out over the bay from my home. 


It’s the dark of night but I’ve never been able to see so 
clearly. 


This is usually the time I’m deep asleep preparing for 
another day of winning the corporate game. 


But why? 
What is it all for? 
To leave a pile of cash to some random charity when I die? 


I’m all for giving and helping others, but it’s time to help 
myself to what | want more than anything. 


And help her achieve all of her dreams in the process. 


| take a sip of my whiskey, my second of the night, but it 
does little to stop my pulse from its heightened state. 


Two drinks are more than I’ve had in the last six months, but 
tonight is all about the differences in life. 


Hell, | even smoked a damn cigarette for the first time ever. 


But nothing can calm me and as much as the way I’m drawn 
to her should scare me it doesn’t. 


It only excites me more and more as | think about it. 


But that’s the thing. | don’t think about it. | don’t have to. | 
feel. 


I’m a thinking man. It’s who I am and who I always thought | 
would be. 


Someone who is just as calculated in life as he is in business. 
Until that self-perception gets quickly shattered. 
Where has being Mr Calm Cool and Collected gotten me? 


To a point where | didn’t even recognize her after not seeing 
her for a few years. 


My best friend’s daughter and | don’t even recognize her. 
And now? How could I ever miss her? 


She’s been right there under my nose this entire time. Sure 
she was much too young until recently, but those days are 
long gone. 


And my days on this earth... the days | was always excited to 
wake up to because | thought they were perfect? Well, now | 
know they were anything but. 


There’s a saying in business that goes something like this. 
“It ain't what you don't know that gets you into trouble. It's 
what you know for sure that just ain't so.” 


| think Mark Twain said it and like a lot of things he was spot 
on with his observation. 


| always knew, with one hundred percent certainty, that my 
life was perfect. There was literally no way to improve on it 
one bit or make it better. 


Yeah... that’s what | “knew” Until she came along and 
showed me | actually knew nothing. 


But it’s better late than never and now I’m going to make up 
for lost time. 


And that starts by having her by my side twenty-four 
seven...or at least as much as possible until | can come up 
with a plan that doesn’t endanger my friendship with her 
father. 

But I’m not going to put too much time into it, because | 
can’t wait. | have to have her and have her soon... preferably 
now. 

Life is short and | want to spend every second of it with her 
And | will. 


And that starts first thing in the morning. 


CHAPTER 10 


Delilah 


Although we didn’t have an official work agreement yet | 
know Damian is a man of his word, and the most famous 
tech company leader in all of Silicon Valley. 


I’m not going to waste one second for him to come to me. 
I’m going to show him I’m eager to work and to learn and 
that I’m hungry for this job just as | would be any other. 


But | know that there’s no way | would be this excited about 
anything else than to work with him. 


Damian is legendary for arriving to work early so after 
nothing more than about one hour of light sleep | get ready 
and take an Uber over to his corporate offices, not sure 
whether he'll be working from home today or from the 
company campus. 


But what | am sure of is that it was strange to wash off where 
he claimed me. In a way | can’t believe | left it on there that 
long, and in another way | can’t believe | ever washed it off. 
And now all I can think about is him marking me again. 

But this time not my skin. My womb. 

At twenty years old and with my entire life in front of me it 


sounds absurdly crazy to even consider having a child right 
now. But it’s even crazier to think that I’m currently with the 


most desirable man in the entire Bay Area and the only man 
I’ve ever wanted. 


It’s like something inside me, something very primal, is 
telling me to mate with him and to do it now And I’m not 
about to challenge the way those thoughts are guiding me 


And right at five | see a red Ferrari prepare to enter the lot, 
stopping for just a second at the ticket machine which is just 
next to the main entrance of the building. 


But the traffic arm doesn’t go up, and his passenger side 
window does go down. 


“Get in,” he says. “VIl show you our private lift.” 


| move towards his car and suddenly the door tilts up like 
I’ve seen on Lamborghinis but not Ferrari’s. 


“Good morning,” he says. “I see you’re hungry to learn and 
to earn.” 


“Good morning,” | say stepping in. 

He reaches across me and pulls a seatbelt out of | don’t even 
know where and buckles it into some tiny slit that | would 
have never found. 

“| like your car.” 

“Thank you. | made some tech mods to it myself so your 
comment means a lot to me, as everything about you does,” 


he says. 


He takes the ticket and we take off into the underground 
garage. My eyes move right worried about the car door, but 


it’s already down. 


| didn’t even see that. And | don’t even see how he’s driving 
the car. 


“Is this a self driving car?” 


“It can be completely self driving, but I’m operating itin a 
hybrid fashion at the moment.” 


“What’s it like?” 

“A self-driving car?” 

“Yes. I’ve always been curious about them.” 

“I'll let you drive this one sometime... or not,” he says. 


We both laugh at the self-driving tech joke that | doubt other 
people would find funny, but we do. 


“But to answer your question, | think this car is both the 
future and the present... just like us.” 


| can’t help but smile at his words. 


“And I’ve got a present for you, in the future. The future 
being later this morning, but first | want to show you the 
office and what we'll be working on... when we’re not 
working on each other” 


| swallow hard at the thought of finishing what we started in 
the chair in his house last night, but this time inside the 
massive company he started. | feel like many times in life 
power gets abused, but the idea of feeling his power, the 
power of a very powerful man, from the seat where he makes 


decisions that the rest of the tech world quickly mimics or 
follows, sounds like the kind of power | can definitely sink 
my teeth into. 


If he doesn’t sink his teeth into me first. 


CHAPTER 11 


Damian 


By nine o’clock I’ve already run her through a tremendous 
amount of company orientation necessities, gotten her 
situated with a desk close to mine, and have her keycard 
and access to the building established. 


I'd never do something like this for a regular hire, but she’s 
so much more than that. She’s both my succession plan, my 
future plan, and my current plan. 


In other words she’s my everything. 


And after four hours of non-stop information thrown her way, 
which she’s very impressively soaked up like a sponge, | 
think it’s time to take a break for awhile. The brain can only 
be “on” at a high level for so long and | know we're pushing 
the limit as it is. 


And nothing gets me refreshed as much as the smell of an 
ocean breeze. 


Until now Today will be the first time | get to compare my 
favorite smell in the world with my new favorite smell... her 


And | hate to tell Mother Nature, but for the first time in 
history she’s not going to come out on top. 


Because nothing is better than my woman. 


| guide her to the rooftop where our helicopter is waiting. 
Just a few minutes later we're getting dropped off at Alcatraz 
Cruises, the only company authorized to take passengers 
over to the island. 


And what’s better is we’re the only ones on the boat | 
specifically chartered for the two of us. 


The boat moves quickly as does everything in my life. I’m 
not used to waiting, especially when it’s something that | 

want or in this case an experience I’m going to share with 
the woman | want. 


We arrive on the island and the tour guide takes us around 
showing us a lot of interesting things | never knew. After an 
hour or so we take a break and the guide steps aside. 


“Can | ask you something?” 


“You just did,” | say and we both laugh. “But sure. You can 
always ask me anything and | promise to answer truthfully.” 


“Why did you choose to bring me here? Of all the places in 
the Bay Area I’m surprised you chose this one.” 


“I'm surprised you’re surprised.” 
“| don’t get it,” she says. 


“After we parted ways last night | went back to my house 
and thought about everything that happened... and 
everything that’s going to happen between us. And then | 
thought about everything | know about you and about me 
and about our lives coming together. 


I’ve spent my whole life in technology and you have dabbled 
in it, studied in it, and as of today you’re employed in it too. 
And not just technology, but also design. 


Alcatraz is the complete absence of technology, order, and 
design...or is it? 


It’s designed to keep people away and in a way all these 
years I’ve used technology as a wall to keep people out. But 
after last night | realized that all I’d really done is create a 
prison for myself. 


The real world is out there, across those strong currents of 
the one and a half miles of the San Francisco Bay. 


And now that | realize what I’ve done and | can see the error 
in my ways I know that there’s nothing...not this rock, these 
walls, the currents of the bay or even the sharks that lurk in 
them that could keep me away from you.” 


She gets closer to me and | can’t help but pull her in tight 
and feel her close to me, Knowing my walls have crumbled 
because of her. 

| kiss her for the first time publicly and the crisp ocean 
breeze and her soft lips are the perfect compliment that can 
make me feel alive more than any amount of coffee or 
energy drinks the world has to offer. 

And with her there is no crash... only soaring to new heights. 
“And there’s something else. Something more personal.” 


“You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.” 


“You should know. You have the right to know what you’re 
getting into with me.” 


| take a deep breath, readying myself to tell her what I’ve 
never told anyone. 


“We saw the cell where Robert Stroud stayed.” 
“The Birdman of Alcatraz?” 
“Yes. Did you catch what the guide said?” 


“That he ran away from his abusive father at the age of 
thirteen?” 


“And not only that. In the month of his nineteenth birthday 
he shot and killed a bartender who attacked a woman he 
knew. He may have been a bad person in a lot of ways, but 
sticking up for a woman is never bad in my book.” 


She nods. 


“He lived to be seventy-three. Of those seventy-three years 
he spent fifty-four of them in incarceration, and forty-two of 
those were spent in solitary confinement. 


As crazy as it sounds I’ve practically spent my entire forty 
years in solitary confinement. | also left home at the age of 
thirteen, but my home was a foster home. The person, and | 
won’t call him a man, in charge of the house was doing 
things to the other children and when I found out I puta 
permanent end to it, by putting a permanent end to him. 


| was able to avoid punishment, but the punishment of life 
itself was enough up until that point. 


And then | met your father not long after and | discovered 
what it’s really like to have friends and live a good life... at 
least | thought | had until you.” 


She puckers her lips and I lean in and give her a kiss. 


“But there’s one more thing. Remember how the guide 
mentioned that the Birdman of Alcatraz claimed his death 
would make worldwide headlines, but it didn’t because the 
day after he died President Kennedy was shot?” 


She nods. 


“That’s the fate | was headed for. _I’d made headlines in 
business, the prison | unknowingly created to keep others at 
bay, and | wouldn’t have realized it until | was on my 
deathbed that it was all for naught. Because dying alone on 
the nicest bed money can buy, even if surrounded by a pile 
of money and gadgets and maybe some co-workers, is just 
as sad and unnoticed a death as that of the Birdman of 
Alcatraz.” 


“I’m not sure what to say,” she says. 


“It’s okay. | wasn’t expecting a response. | just wanted to let 
you know my history since I’ve witnessed the entirety of 
yours first hand. And | just want you to know these 
thoughts, this realization, happened after what happened 
between us last night. This isn’t me suddenly hitting a 
midlife crisis and deciding | need to get married, have two 
point five kids, a white picket fence and take a vacation to 
Florida every winter. None of what I realize now, and none 
of what’s going to happen in the future, would be possible 
without you.” | pause. “Thank you.” 


She gives me a big hug and the guide comes around the 
corner giving us a bit of a strange look and then walking 
away realizing we need a minute. 


We need a lot more than a minute, buddy. We need a 
lifetime and I’m going to get it with her. 


“And what is going to happen in the future?” she asks. 


“You'll see once we get off this rock,” | say, and we both 
laugh together before our two lips meet. 


CHAPTER 12 


Delilah 


A couple hours later we're back at about Pier 33 on the 
Embarcadero and we both realize we're starving. 


“| know just the place,” Damian says. 


He takes my hand for all the world to see and we walk south 
along the Embarcadero during the warmest part of the day, 
which in S.F. is just about the perfect temperature as the 
warmest part of the day isn’t exactly the Mojave Desert. 


The entire walk we have a view of the bay off to our left. In 
front of us is the Bay Bridge and behind us is Alcatraz, which 
seems fitting considering together we're putting that 
“prison” of Damian’s past behind him. 


We get closer and closer to the Bay Bridge until Damian 
motions towards Rincon Park. 


The grass is immaculately cut, green, and perfect and right 
there in the middle is a sixty-foot outdoor sculpture called 
Cupid’s Span. It’s a partial bow and piece of an arrow and 
together they’re very romantic. 


“This is what you struck me with last night,” Damian says as 
he pulls me in close as we stand just beside it. 


“It looks big. Did it hurt?” | give him a wink. 


“What hurt is realizing now that | should have found you 
sooner.” 


“But the key is we did find each other.” 


“Right and that’s all that matters,” he says as he leans in 
and kisses me. 


“Seems like that arrow isn’t the only big, long, hard thing in 
the park today,” | say letting my eyes drift down his body 
towards his crotch. 


“We have your beauty to thank for that,” he says. 

We kiss again and then continue on just a few minutes more 
where Damian motions off the path to the entrance of a 
restaurant called Waterbar. 

Not five minutes later the chef and the owner have both 
personally come out and greeted us and we have an 
incredible display of oysters in front of us, which apparently 
is what they're known for. 

“Aren’t these aphrodisiacs?” | ask, giving him a nudge. 
“Some people have been known to say that.” 

“What are you trying to do to me?” 

“Do to us you mean. Considering the way I’m already using 
all the restraint | have in my body to keep my hands off of 
you... well, it’s gonna be that much harder once we have a 
couple of these. | might not be able to resist.” 


“I might not want you to,” | say. 


Damian shows me how to eat an oyster and even feeds me 
the first one. 


It has an unusual taste, but | trust him and this is fun. And it 
sure doesn’t hurt that we have the best table in the house 
with a view of the Bay Bridge in front of us and a view of him 
to my side. There are even a few floor to ceiling aquariums 
spread out throughout the establishment. 


Does life get any better? 
Not for me it doesn’t 


| could do this all day and all night, as long as I’m with him. 
Heck, | would have the time of my life with him inside a 
cardboard box. He’s that interesting to talk to and that 
attractive to me 


But what | like is that he’s not a pretty man. He’s a rugged, 
real man. His body looks as strong and appealing as the red 
bricks that are stacked to make this beautiful restaurant. 


“You know what that is?” he asks discreetly pointing out 
towards the bay. 


| try and get my bearings, but I’m not so good with 
directions and | swear these oysters are really having an 
effect on me. | feel a bit loopy, or buzzed, and definitely 
frisky too. 


“Someplace where someone swam to and got their name in 
the paper?” | ask. 


We both laugh as it seems like someone around here is 
always swimming to something and getting some press for 
it. A fifty-seven-year-old woman swam out to Alcatraz for 


the one thousandth time just a year or so ago. Talk about 
consistency. She’s a warranty claims processor that just 
makes the swim before work, or at least has a whole, whole 
lot. What an accomplishment, and | think about what 
Damian said about how he’d make the same swim for me 
and | grab a hold of his arm. 


“| wouldn’t bet against that. It’s called Treasure Island, and 
it’s appropriate that we're looking at it together, because 
you're my island oasis in this world and you’re also my 
treasure.” 

He leans into me and we kiss. 

“And there’s a treasure you still have that no one has... shall 
we Say... discovered... yet. And I want to be the pirate that 
loots it... tonight.” 


| lean in closer to his ear and bite his lobe. “Why do we have 
to wait until tonight? Arrrrr you ready now?” | ask. 


“Check please,” he says to the waiter 
Only to discover it’s on the house. 


And just as quickly we’re out of this incredible oyster house 
and on our way to become one... forever. 


CHAPTER 13 


Delilah 


We leave the restaurant head back in the direction from 
whence we came. 


As we pass by Cupid’s Span we kiss yet again. But there is 
something different to this kiss. The first time there was 
more of a romantic feel, a couple in the park. 


This time there is more of a hunger, a desire, a lust to it. 
And my body feels exactly the same. 


We walk just a bit more and suddenly we're entering the 
Hotel Vitale. It’s well known and | feel the excitement of 
getting to know it more intimately, and more importantly 
him even more intimately. 


As we enter the lobby I notice the Jerusalem limestone 
columns that are meant to evoke nearby wine country 
cellars. 


All | can think of is drinking in the sight of him and how 
earlier | compared him to brick, and it was appropriate then, 
but the limestone might be a better choice to compare this 
tall glass of milk of a man. 


Before | know what’s happening we’re being shown to our 
room. As things are moving rapidly now, | take the 
opportunity to quickly send my dad a text message that | 
might be out late...or even all night. | don’t want him 


worrying like he did last night...which also might lead him to 
calling Damian. 


The minute the door closes behind us he kisses me as he has 
been all day, but this time with the ferocity of a lion and 
quickly his tongue is pushing through my lips. 


| moan as they part for him. 


His arms encircle me and | feel his powerful, strong hands 
hold me tight yet tenderly and | feel perfectly protected. It’s 
as if nothing could ever hurt me when I’m in his gigantic 


grasp. 


Suddenly his hands find my ass and | feel my feet come off 
the floor as | wrap my arms around his back as he carries me 
over toward the window 


He pulls back the curtain as my back hits the glass as his 
mouth devours mine. 


He changes position, so his back is against the glass as his 
mouth comes off of mine 


“Look at that. That’s all yours...ours...for the rest of our lives 
here in this paradise.” 


| take in the palm-lined Embarcadero and the sight of the 
Bay Bridge. It’s breathtaking. As someone from the Bay 
Area | actually like that we’re not by the tourist hotspot 
Golden Gate. The Embarcadero is a tourist mecca as well, 
no doubt, but the subtle nod to a bridge and a place to stay 
that says we’re local and will be forever is a nice 
understated way to show sophistication mixed with this 
elegant hotel. 


And just like that The Bay Lights switch on. There are 
twenty-five thousand programmed LEDs which light up the 
bridge and the first sign of nightfall. 


“It may be all mine, but all | want is you,” | say. 


“And | need you. | can’t think straight. | couldn’t sleep last 
night.” His jaw tightens. “Not after seeing you last night. 
Not after the way you showed up at my birthday party as the 
ultimate gift..in life.” 


His lips crash down on mine again and | feel my entire world 
start to spin in the best way possible. 


The way we're standing here. The way he’s holding me 
vertically with him as my legs are wrapped around him. It’s 
like the two of us are already so close to becoming one. We 
just need to get these darn clothes out of the way and then 
we'll both be able to feel everything. 


One of his hands moves from my ass down my thigh as he 
grabs my dress and pushes it out of the way, grabbing my 
ass again, but this time with one less layer of fabric in the 
way. 


We're on the same wavelength, just like the waves that wash 
over these shores and the pleasure that washed over me last 
night. 


And after that | can only imagine how powerful the typhoon 
that will unleash inside me is going to be when he’s inside 
me to get it started. 


“You washed me off your thighs,” he growls as his hand 
glides over the insides of my legs as if he’s searching for the 
marks he left on me. 


“Yes,” | say. “| had too. | didn’t want to be dirty and gross 
for you today.” 


“Never But I| understand. You wanted to be pure, pristine, 
and perfect for this moment. And this time when I mark you 
it won’t be on the outside. It will be right in here,” he says 
as his finger on the hand that’s cupping my ass move to 
Swipe across my slit. 


My back arches and | feel my nipples poke at the fabric of 
my dress as my chest heaves. 


“Inside me,” | gasp. 


“Where | belong,” he says, his finger moving away only 
teasing me once. Showing me a preview of what’s to come. 


He cups my entire ass with one hand and his other hand 
finds the back of my head as he pulls my face in close to his 
so that we’re cheek to cheek. 


“| felt how wet you are for me,” he says. 

“Drenched,” | say feeling my wetness only increasing. 

As he speaks | feel his jaw move against mine and the 
intimacy is intoxicating. The heat of his skin and the burn of 
his five o’clock shadow on my skin is a feeling unlike any 


other. 


He’s close enough to kiss me, but instead of making my 
head spin with his lips he’s doing it with his words. 


And then both as his head moves sideways never breaking 
contact with mine as his lips drag across mine before 


stopping into a deep, passionate kiss that has me 
readjusting my legs around his back. 

His fingers finds my slit again as he drags them across the 
fabric of my panties. 


“Drenched and ready for your first time, and the only man 
who will ever have you,” he says. 


“The one and only My man.” 


“And this is mine,” he says placing two fingers right at my 
opening and pressing slightly but not pushing my panties or 
his fingers inside. 


| wiggle my hips trying to will him inside me, but he’s 
somehow still in too much control of the situation. 


“| need you,” | gasp. 


His fingers flick my panties to the side and his digits glide 
through my folds, the skin on skin contact causing me to 
shiver even though my body feels like it's burning up. 


“When the time is right,” he says flipping our bodies around 
so my back is pressed against the glass. 


“When? I need you now,” | whimper. 


And dammit do |. My need is beyond frantic as | grind my 
hips into him feeling his erection pointing due north. He 
knows how ready | am and | can feel how ready he is. 


“When you can’t take it anymore and you're begging me to 
take you. There’s only one first time and we have to earn it. 
To build towards it as much as we both want it right now.” 


“Don’t build walls, remember Tear them down. And tear 
through my hymen and make me yours,” | demand. 


A noise leaves his throat even though his mouth stays 
closed. It’s as if something formed in his belly and left his 
body just through the reverberations in his windpipe. 


And damn do I need his pipe inside me right now fucking me 
hard until he knocks the wind out of me. 


He carries me over to the bed and tosses me onto my back. 


| prop myself up on my forearms, spreading my legs as | 
stare down the hunger in his eyes. 


He unhooks his belt and I hear the leather slide firmly 
through the belt loops as he removes it and then pulls it 
tight, a cracking sound filling the air and | flinch. 


He tosses the belt to the side not watching where it goes. 
The brass buckle hitting the floor is as primal a sound as a 
wolf’s mating call in the night. 


He moves in closer grabbing me by the legs and quickly 
pulling me to the end of the bed. 


Holding my ankles in a big open V shape he drops to his 
knees and buries his face in my panties. 


| can feel the vacuum his nose creates as he takes a big sniff 
of my snatch. 


And | want him to snatch away my virginity. To take it. To 
steal it. 


Anything to get his cock buried deep inside me. 


“Fuck you smell so sweet,” he says as he opens his jaw wide 
and buries his chin in my hole. 


| grind my hips against his face only for him to turn sideways 
as my panties find his cheek. 


Suddenly his face comes back around he takes my panties 
in his teeth and his head jerks back freeing my bare pussy. 


His hands bring my ankles together and he keep my legs 
high, sliding my panties off while never taking his eyes off 
my lower lips. 


When my panties are off he tosses them away and then 
presses his cheek to my ankle, dragging his face down along 
the entire length of my leg. 


“So soft. So feminine. So perfect.” 
And when he gets to my hip he scissors my legs open again 


and moves one leg right over his head as he slides in face 
first and immediately begins to feed on my femininity. 


CHAPTER 14 


Damian 


| don’t even feel human, lacking all civility as | dive into her 
like a wild pussy-eating beast that’s tasting paradise. 


Her paradise. 
My paradise. 


She’s the only one who’s ever made me lose myself this 
way. It could only ever be her. 


And when | find her engorged bud and take it in my mouth 
she puts my head into a leg lock letting me know she’s not 
letting me go anytime soon. 


Good. Because my tongue can soak in her sweetness all 
night long. 


| flick her clit and then drag my tongue down her folds as 
her hips buck once and then twice. 


“Don’t you finish on me. Not yet. I’m not done with you,” | 
say. “I’m going to taste your juices in time, but we're just 
getting started.” 


My lips move from her hers, as | turn my head to kiss her 
inner thigh, but she’s not having it. 


| feel her leg muscles flex and my head twists back around 
as her actions tell me I’m going to please her how she wants 


to be pleased on her terms. Not mine. 


Damn, | love her feistiness and the way she doesn’t back 
down from what she wants. 


And lucky for both of us there’s nothing | like more than 
pleasing her and the sweet taste of her pussy. 


“Lick me there,” she says. “I was close and | want to finish in 
your mouth.” 


Her thighs clamp down on my skull, blocking my ability to 
hear as if those are her final words and now it’s time for me 
to get to work. 


And no talking on the job either as my mouth finds her hole 
and my tongue gets to twitching, the taste of her making my 
cock do the same. 


| squeeze her ass hard tilting her hips up giving mea 
straight entrance into her channel, and that’s exactly where 
my tongue goes again. 


| dive deep and then pull out, mouthing her entire cunt and 
blowing air on her bud sending her body into a frenzy as she 
flips over. 


Her knees find the bed as I’m sitting with my back to the 
bed now, my neck completely perpendicular to my body as 
her midsection grinds into my face. 


Gravity is both our friends as it only applies more pressure 
from my mouth to her middle as | continue to flick and blow, 
twist and turn and suck with my tongue and mouth until | 
don’t Know which way is up. 


Her body starts sliding up and down my face as her wetness 
covers me from chin to scalp as | totally get lost inside her. 


Her hips buck wildly and | feel her press down with her ass 
smothering me as suddenly she erupts on my face. 


My body is perfectly positioned to drink her up just as fast as 
| can, gravity guiding her juices inside my mouth where | 
quickly swallow her stickiness down my throat claiming 
everything from the virginal vacuum that we’ve created by 
the airtight lock my mouth has on her middle 


And then just as suddenly as it started it stops and her legs 
release. 


| slide forward giving her pussy one last drag across with my 
tongue as | gasp for air, realizing my oxygen supply had 
been totally cut off. 


But it didn’t matter | could live on her alone for all of 
eternity. 


| go to turn my body but fall to my side. | feel dizzy, 
lightheaded, and more perfect than I’ve ever felt before as 
my tongue takes a swipe around my lips making sure | 
haven’t spilled a drop. 

Nope. | took her all. 


And now that I’ve emptied her of all of her juices it’s time to 
fill her up with my own. 


And make her mine. 


And the mother of my child on the first try if I’m lucky. 


If luck be a lady tonight, or any night of my life, it sure is 
her. 


Which means our babies will come. It’s just a matter of time. 
And l'm going to try my best to take my time and make love 
to her but there’s no telling how long I'll be able to hold 


myself back. 


My appetite can’t be satiated and once | touch her | know | 
won't stop. 


CHAPTER 15 


Delilah 


| couldn’t lift my body from the mattress if | wanted to, but 
thanks to him | don’t have to. 


l'm completely spent for the moment, as | feel him flip me 
over onto my back and pull me back up the bed so the 
mattress completely supports me. 


| must have looked like a rag doll with my shins and feet 
hanging over the bed as my fists clawed at the sheets as | 
came hard right on his face. 


My body was flipping and spasming every which way and 
now | don’t know which way is up. 


Until he lifts my dress up and over my head and | quickly 
come back to reality thanks to his touch. 


His hands slide around behind my back and he unhooks my 
bra with a quick scissor motion of his fingers, removing it 
from my body. 


My hands jet in front of my body, covering myself even 
though I’m not sure why. 


His hands reach for my wrists, but he doesn’t pull them 
back, instead he guides me. 


“Show me. Show me the perfection that | want to see. Don’t 
hide from my eyes what’s mine.” 


| move my hands away exposing my breasts for him, my 
nipples pebbled. 


His eyes glide across my skin goose bumps forming a path 
that follows his long, lusty looks. 


He brings his first two fingers to just below my chin, raising 
and tilting my head slightly before the back of his fingers 
glide down my throat ever so softly and then through the 
valley of my breasts. 


His fingers move sideways, tracing circles around my breasts 
making my nipples more pert and erect than they’ve ever 
been, even in my wildest fantasies. 


“You're so turned on,” he says. 


“You turn me on so much | couldn’t ever shut off the switch 
of my desire for you if | wanted to.” 


The back of his hand brushes across the tip of my nipple as 
the back of his fingertips continue to circle my breasts 
causing my back to arch into his hand, which in turn causes 
him to raise it up so that there’s no contact. 


But when he completes another figure eight around my 
breasts and across my cleavage his hand turns over and he 
cups one breast hard squeezing my tit in his hand. 


He leans in and takes my nipple in his mouth as his other 
hand cups my pussy applying just the right amount of 
pressure sending sensations through my cunt all the way to 
my core and up and back down my spine. 


“You're still wet for me,” he says softly as his mouth comes 
off my chest. 


“Always.” 


“Now I’m going to make you drip your juices and mine, if 
your greedy little pussy doesn’t milk my cock for everything 
it's got first filling your womb with just what we need to 
create our first child.” 


The mention of us having a family has me feeling like I’m 
weightless in a dream falling through fluffy cloud after fluffy 
cloud, but this isn’t a dream. This is real and I’m committing 
to him in a way that’s bigger than just the two of us. 

“You want to have my baby don’t you?” 


“All of them,” | say causing his palm to slide along my pussy 
as | grind my hips into his grip. 


My hand reaches needily into the night and into his pants, 
finding his shaft and stroking it immediately. 


| feel his cock twitch in my grip, his already hard cock 
firming even more as it throbs against my skin. | feel my 
pulse in my wrist and in the big vein in his cock as our two 
hearts beat to one drum. 

“You want what’s yours, don’t you?” 

| nod, licking my lips before biting down on my lower one. 


“Well then take it,” he says. 


| pull his cock free of his boxers, but in the process | lose my 
grip and it springs like a diving board, but it doesn’t 


bounce. It stays straight up and it takes work to pry it from 
his rock hard abs. 


He drops his knees together inside my legs and quickly 
Slides out of his pants and less than thirty seconds later he’s 
completely undressed, just like me. 


“| want to take you, but you know what | want more?” 
“Tell me and it’s yours.” 


“| want you to take me and put me inside you. To feel you 
take my cock and work it in your pussy and from then | can’t 
promise what will happen... what kind of animalistic behavior 
might overtake me. 


“| want it. | want it all. | want your power,” | say putting the 
head of his dick in my folds before sliding down the 
underside of his shaft, his cock sawing through my slit. 


“Your tight little pussy is going to feel like heaven sliding 
down my cock. Put mein and go slow so! don’t hurt you 
and | promise l'Il make you feel so good as | fill you with 
each and every single inch of me.” 


| moan and feel my breath catch before | blow out hard and 
saw his dick through my slit one more time and put his tip 
right at my entrance. 


“I can’t wait any longer. Make the two of us one,” he says. 
And with that | move my hips forward and he enters me, 


opening my pussy as | open my mouth but nothing comes 
out or goes in. 


My entire body stills as | freeze before oh so slowly bringing 
my hips back. 


“Breathe,” he says. 


| blow out hard and then close my eyes and try and resume 
normal breathing. Normal breathing at this point practically 
being panting, but like a thirsty dog all I can think about is 
more and how much | miss the feeling of him being inside of 
me. 


| move forward again and remember his words. 


Your tight little pussy is going to feel like heaven sliding 
down my cock. 


| look up at his face and see his eyelids flickering as he 
sucks in air through flared nostrils and gritted teeth. 


“That’s right. This is because of you,” he says as he catches 
me taking in his expression as he approaches the edge of a 
cliff that we’re both about to fall over. 


“Uh uh,” | moan. 


“You had your time and damn did you ever do a good job for 
the both of us, but now it’s my turn,” he says as he grabs me 
by the hips and slowly slides his hips forward as he slides 
deeper still inside of me into a place I’ve never been before. 


Even when | fantasized about him, and those times were 
frequent and furious, | never got this deep and never 
opened this wide. 


Every nerve ending in my walls feels his slick dick, covered 
in my stickiness, entering me, opening me, providing an 


experience so Surreal it’s practically an out of body one. 
“Can you take more of me?” 
“Uh huh.” 


He slides in and out at the same depth a few more times 
before going in deeper. 


My hands claw for the sheets and then the sides of his legs 
as | dig in and hold on. 


| feel a fire inside me as I cry out pushing the back of my 
skull so far into the mattress it’s going to make an 
indentation that never comes out. 


And | don’t want him to come out until he comes deep inside 
me. 


As he continues to thrust he leans in and his lips find mine, 
kissing me hard as he continues to move in and out of me as 
his hands grip me even more fiercely, more possessively, 
more savagely. 


| start rocking back and forth taking him deeper and deeper 
until | realize there’s nothing that I’m actually doing that’s 
having any effect here. He’s way too big, strong, and in 
control. 


And then his eyes glaze over and he takes me, making me 
feel like a dryer sheet all alone in the dryer as | tumble, toss, 
and turn inside my mind as my skin grows hotter and hotter 
still as my world flips upside down. 


“Uhhhh!” he moans as his lips come off mine and he bites 
down softly on my shoulder. 


“Yes!” | yell pressing my collarbone towards his mouth as he 
kisses it hard. “Make me come.” 


“Say my name!” he says. 
“Damian! Fuck me, Damian!” | yell. 


| slide a hand underneath him and feel his balls which have 
completely disappeared. 


He enters me again and then holds still before tilting his 
pelvis getting that last little bit as he hits my G-spot just 
right. 


Two strokes later he repeats the process, but this time a 
volcano erupts inside me which causes a tidal wave to 
unleash a tsunami of cream onto his cock as | moan, milk 
him, and drench his cock in my fluids. 


“l'm still coming,” he says as | see his flexed muscles relax 
and feel his cock twitch and shoot a rope of hot seed inside 
me which causes his muscles to flex again only to repeat the 
process over and over. 


Suddenly his back hunches over and his body stills before 
he collapses on top of me as we melt into each other, 
gasping together and trying to inhale oxygen, but only 
getting the scent of sex and the smell of the other. 


He falls over onto his back and | roll to the side with him, his 
cock still buried deep. 


“Oh my god, what just happened?” | ask as I run the back of 
my hand over my forehead realizing the lifetime of waiting 
was worth every single second...and more. 


“We became one and you became mine in the process,” he 
says. 


“And you became mine,” | say. 


“You're damn right,” he says throwing an arm over me and 
pulling my body in so tight | can feel his heartbeat. 


And I wonder if together we'll be hearing a new heartbeat 
inside a doctor’s office soon. 


| want that more than anything. 


His babies. Our family. Always. 


CHAPTER 16 


Damian 


| listen to the sound of the water from the shower washing 
over her beautiful body as the sun comes through the 
window. 


| have a clear view of the Embarcadero clock tower, the Bay 
Bridge, and the S.F skyline but nothing is as beautiful as 
what steps through that bathroom door. 


Her. 


Her wet hair slicked back. Beads of water covering her face 
and upper chest as she’s wrapped in a loose white robe 
that’s tied with the effortless perfection of a Sunday 
morning, even though it’s the middle of the work week. 


“| better tell the boss I’m going to be late for work,” she says 
as she leans against the doorjamb and takes a bite of a 
bagel. 


“Go away with me,” | say. 


“A ride to work would be great,” she says. “If we really have 
to leave.” 


She moves over to the floor to ceiling window as my eyes 
track her every movement. 


The way her hips sway from side to side, even underneath 
that robe. 


The way she slides across the room. 


The way her body language shows she’s completely at 
peace. 


Which is exactly how | feel right now. 

“A client called while you were in the shower.” 

“All ready?” 

“They need help implementing one of our new products. It 
could probably be done in a week or so, but I think six weeks 
sounds about right.” 

“Six weeks!” she says turning from the window to stare me 
down with a look that says she can’t and won’t tolerate us 
being apart for so long. 

And neither would I, which is why I reiterate my offer. 
“Come with me. To Tokyo.” 

“Tokyo?” 

“The height of technological adaptation in a civilization.” 
“You sound like a science fiction novel.” 

“This is real. What we have is real. And I want us to go to 
Tokyo and continue this while introducing you to clients, 


culture, and cuisine.” 


She just looks at me seeing that I’m not playing around. She 
knows it’s not a question either. 


“My dad doesn’t know | even work for you.” 
“I'll call him right now.” 
“No!” she says. 


“He can’t handle this news right now. It’s too sudden...too 
abrupt.” 


“| know. It’s just another reason why we should get away 
first. Let his mind connect the dots as we do what we do 
without the burden of wondering who might catch us and 
who might see us. Sure, it would be fun to sneak around for 
a while but getting caught would be a blow to him from 
which I could never recover. If he heard it from someone 
else first it would almost be like lying to him, and | don’t lie 
Someone we both know may have seen us yesterday for all | 
know. | just can’t risk that anymore... until | tell him first. 
And six weeks in Tokyo gives us time.” 


“You think he’ll be okay with it?” she asks. 
“Only one way to find out.” 


| pick up my phone and watch as Delilah gets tense. 
“Breathe, baby girl. Breathe.” 


“Darren. Mornin’ bud,” | say. 


“Morning, sorry that the party got shut down before it really 
got started,” he says. 


“Yeah, no worries about the party. Thanks again for putting 
it on.” 


| pause taking a deep breath, being careful not to blow it out 
so that he might detect anything suspicious in the tone of 
the next words I’m about to speak. 


“| bumped into your daughter and wanted to ask what you 
thought about her working for me,” | say. 


“Well...she is looking for a job.” 


“Yeah, | heard she hasn’t found a job yet and | know she’d be 
a perfect candidate for a position | have open. As a matter 
of fact | want to take her with me to Japan for six weeks of in- 
field training.” 


“Six weeks! And in Japan?” 


“Yes, six weeks is a long time, but you know she’s in good 
hands.” 


“Well...she does need experience but | worry about her 
being gone so long and so far away too. Can you give me 
some time to think about it?” 


“Right. | understand. The flight leaves in a few hours 
though so we don’t really have time.” 


“So she'd have to leave now. _ I’m not even sure where she 
is. She texted me that she was out late last night and might 
not be back until this morning but I still haven’t seen her 
yet.” 


“She’s here with me.” 


| don’t know what opens faster, Delilah’s eyes or her mouth 
as she slaps her face. 


“With you?” he says. 
“Yes, we're having a breakfast interview.” 


She tosses her half eaten bagel at me and | try not to laugh 
knowing it will raise suspicion. 


“Can you put her on?” 

“Of course you can talk to her.” 

| hold the phone out for Delilah and she spins around ina 
circle before bending her knees and pulling her forearms in 
tight and pushing them together. 

| put the phone on mute and walk over to her. 
“Everything’s going to be okay. Just tell him you want go.” 
| pause. She’s still freaking out. 

“You do want to go... right?” 


Still nothing. 


| gently take her chin in my first two fingers and raise her 
head up until her eyes meet mine. 


| kiss her and watch all that nervous anxiety melt away. 


| hold out the phone and she takes it, moving swiftly into the 
bathroom where she shuts the door. 


All | can hear is some mumbling through the door. | don’t 
want to say the idea of our trip getting shut down would be 
devastating, but it certainly wouldn’t be good. We would be 


back to a plan of sneaking around until | could introduce the 
idea to her father, waiting for the right moment to drop the 
news on him. 


Darren and | are alike in many ways, but opposite in others. 
Plus I’m not a parent so | have to be sensitive to what that 
must be like, not to mention he’s a single dad. 


The bathroom door slowly opens and Delilah stands there 
expressionless, the phone down by her side. 


| try not to smile, but there’s no holding back. How could | 
at the idea that the two of us might be leaving together 
soon? 


| want to tell her she’s not good at keeping secrets in the 
hopes that her body language or a facial expression might 
give me a clue. 


But the truth is she seems to be great at it because | can’t 
read her one bit. 


“He said yes!” she screams suddenly before shaking her 
head like crazy, her hair flying every which way as she takes 
three steps towards the bed and then dives into my arms, 
her robe coming open mid-flight. 


And after a quick hug, my tongue pushes open her lips and 
my cock slides into her open channel and we're right back 
where we were all night long. 


And as much as I'd like to just lie here all day long exploring 
even more of her until the end of time I can’t 


We've got a plane to catch. 


CHAPTER 17 


Delilah 


The next six weeks are a blur of business and pleasure 
From sushi in the city, to weekend getaways to Shanghai. 


From seeing ancient Japanese temples to him worshiping my 
body like one. 


From Mount Fuji to him mounting me multiple times per day. 
It’s all a dream, and one I never want to wake up from. 


And one of my favorite parts was learning about Japanese 
culture and the degree of respect people show each other, 
and how they tailor it to social vs business situations. 


But one thing has remained constant...the respect Damian 
shows me. 


From the minute we boarded our lay-flat business class seats 
to the first bows exchanged with his business associates he’s 
always referred to me as his partner. 


| can’t help but notice he usually leaves off the word 
business before the word partner and | realize the lines have 
been completely blurred. We're partners in every aspect of 
the word. 


And when we experience a strange ritual or custom one 
night while out before a big business deal he suddenly 


excused us and we left in the middle of the meeting. 


When I asked him to explain he simply said it wasn’t a good 
fit... not the kind of people he wanted to do business with. 


But when I pressed him he finally relented and said one of 
the men insisted on dancing with me and he explained to 
him with all due respect, a big theme here, that | was his. 


The man asked a second time and Damian wasn’t going to 
tolerate any more disrespect to either of us. 


He explained to me that if someone here asks for something, 
especially twice, it is a very formal thing and you’re almost 
expected to accommodate them, especially if they are an 
elder as that man was. 


But even on their turf Damian doesn’t play that game. I’m 
his and his alone. 


And ironically enough | found myself grabbing him by the 
arm, Claiming him, in public more often than not. 


At first | thought it was just a fascination with a man so 
much bigger and taller than any other local man | saw, but 
then | noticed those weren’t just looks of fascination, but of 
lust. 


Regardless, we still had a good time but | did feel streaks of 
jealousy shoot through me more than once. 


We even geeked out over our shared love of tech and 
electronics in the Akihabara area. And one night, thanks to 
a few too many sake bombs and Japan’s twenty-year-old 
drinking age, we bought costumes and did some role- 
playing in the bedroom at the hotel. 


It was a combination between hot and hilarious, but just like 
everything it was fresh, fun, and perfect... because | did it 
with him. 


And the day before we were to leave | woke up noticing that 
our schedule was completely open the entire day. 


We had sushi that literally melted in your mouth, drank the 
finest green teas from the most beautiful pots, and then 
topped it all off with a walk along Meguro River where an 
amazing display of numerous cherry blossom trees covered 
in light pink petals hung perfectly over the river and the 
thought of leaving this paradise hung heavy over my heart. 


“Do you like the pink color of these cherry blossom petals?” 
“It’s my favorite shade of pink,” | say. 
“That’s what | was thinking.” 


“Why were you thinking of that?” | ask with a slightly 
Curious expression. 


“Because that means that this will match and you'll always 
want to wear it,” he says. 


| turn thinking maybe he got me a pair of yoga tights or 
something but as my body rotates | see he’s already down 
on one knee holding a little black box open. 


And oh my. 
Inside is a pink pear shaped flawless diamond with a ring of 


what must be well over one hundred round brilliant white 
diamonds in platinum surrounding it. 


It’s absolutely huge and perfect, just like everything he 
does. 


“Beautiful, | don’t have much to say because seeing that 
look on your face just did what it always does... take my 
breath away.” 


| feel myself shaking as my hands come up to my face as I’m 
completely stunned by the moment. 


“You were meant for me and | was meant for you. We know 
it and now it’s time for the whole world to know it... forever. 
Make me the happiest man from San Francisco to Tokyo and 
every city we’re going to visit in the future together and 
every city in-between...be my bride. Will you marry me?” 


It’s the easiest decision of my life. We're perfect for each 
other in every way. 


We have the same passions, same quirky sense of humor, | 
find him absolutely irresistible...and he’s the only man I’ve 
ever wanted. 

“Yes!” | say. 


He slides the ring on my finger and it’s a perfect fit. 


| kneel down and our two lips meet under the cherry 
blossom tree. 


“Look,” he says after a full minute of kissing. 


He reaches behind my ear and pulls out a cherry blossom 
petal. 


“It just landed there,” he says. “And now it’s landing in this 
box. I’m going to keep it to remember this moment forever.” 


He puts it in the engagement ring box showing me what | 
already knew. He may be big and strong and a manly man 
but he’s got a sentimental side when it comes to us. 


We kiss again and when we stand we notice that out of 
nowhere we’re surrounded by people taking our picture. 


They all start flashing us the peace sign as their camera 
flashes go off as well. 


We both flash the peace sign back and then laugh, falling 
into each other’s arms. 


“Wait!” | say. | flash the peace sign again and then quickly 
rearrange my fingers into a “modified peace sign” with my 
pinkie and ring finger... because | want the whole world to 
know I’m taken by the only man in this world that’s my true 
soulmate. 


They just continue taking more pictures making me feel like 
I’m the luckiest and most interesting girl in the world. 


Interesting? Maybe not. 

Luckiest? Without a doubt. 

Because I’ve got him and he’s got me. 

“| love you,” he says pulling me in close. 


“| love you,” | say and we kiss again and everything around 
us just fades away as our love takes center stage. 


CHAPTER 18 


Delilah 


| watch Damian’s Ferrari pull away from the curb and | 
immediately sit on his couch and flip through the TV 
channels. 


| need to take my mind off what’s about to happen. 


Before our flight back home he scheduled a meeting with 
my dad at the Japanese Tea Garden here in San Francisco. 
That is if you can schedule a meeting with your best friend. 


It just seems so businessy in my mind. He’s going over there 
to speak for the both of us and explain to my dad everything 
that happened. 


| insisted that | should go too and that it would help my dad 
see me as an adult, but Damian won out in the end. 


Another of the nice things about having an older, more 
mature, experienced man. He may not be experienced in 
this kind of thing, as | doubt hardly anyone would be nor 
would I want him to be in this case, but he is very 
experienced in taking charge and doing the things that 
“men are supposed to do” and that “everything was going to 
be okay,” as he said just before he kissed me and walked out 
that door to meet my father. 


He could tell | was nervous about the whole thing, as anyone 
would be. At first he tried to reason with logic saying that 


the Japanese Tea Garden has a calming landscape designed 
to slow people down. 


Although he’s right, and | did feel calm a lot of the time even 
though we were always on the go in Japan and Shanghai, 
we're talking about a father and his daughter here. 


And then he tried humor, suggesting it was a good thing he 
didn’t get my dad a gift that could double as a weapon... 
something like chopsticks or even a ninja sword. 


| have to admit that did make me laugh but then of course 
my mind formed a mental image of it and it wasn’t a pretty 
sight. 

Nor is anything on this TV, not that I’m watching. 

All | can do is wait and hope. 

And the not knowing is the worst part. 

But there’s been something else that I’ve been trying to 
figure out for a couple weeks now and I’m going to use this 
time to take my mind off of my dad and my man and focus 
on that. 

Damian gave me a Set of keys the minute we got home and 
told me I’m free to come and go as | please, so | figure I’m 
going to take him up on that offer right now. 


| step out but my mind is still firmly inside...inside my dad’s 
head guessing how he’s going to react to the news. 


And that scares me to death. 


CHAPTER 19 


Delilah 


A few hours later | feel my phone buzz and see a WhatsApp 
message from Damian. 


Can you come by your dad’s place? 

Yes. On my way right now 

A million thoughts flash through my mind. 
He referred to it as only my dad’s place. 
Why didn’t one of them come and get me? 


Why are they at “my dad’s place” and not at the Tea 
Garden? 


Did they both drive back from the Tea Garden to my dad’s 
place together? Or were they separate? 


But if they’re at his place at the same time then things 
probably went okay, right? 


What news are they going to have in store for me and how 
are they going to react? 


And how will they react at the news | have for the two of 
them? 


My Uber arrives almost instantly, which makes sense 
considering the company was started in the Bay Area. 


| promise to tip him big if he can get me there as fast as he 
can and when he does | follow through on my promise. 


But as much of a rush as I was in to get over here now | find 
myself standing on the front sidewalk not even sure how to 
approach the house. 


The decision is made for me when the door slowly creaks 
open, a sound I’ve heard thousands of times throughout my 
childhood and adolescence, and Damian steps into the 
doorway. 


And of course he has a blank expression on his face. 


| enter the house and see my dad sitting in his favorite 
chair...the one he used to hold me in when I was a baby and 
it takes everything I’ve got to fight back the tears. 


Damian takes my hand and guides me to the couch next to 
him. 


“Did you have fun on your trip?” my dad says in one breath, 
trying to get it out before his lower lips starts quivering and 
his hand starts shaking. 


| can’t hold it back anymore. “I missed you, dad,” | say as | 
jump up off the couch and throw myself onto him in his 
chair. 


We hug for what must be a long time, but I don’t notice at 
all. 


Finally | pull my face from his chest and Damian’s right there 
with a box of tissues for both me and my dad. 


“I'm sorry for making your shirt all wet with my tears.” | say. 


“That’s nothing compared to when you were an ornery little 
devil and you used to pee and puke on me.” 


“Gross, dad!” | say, but | definitely do start laughing. 


I’m glad that he lightened the mood, but we're not out of the 
woods yet. 


| stand up and walk back over to the couch and sit down. 
“Well, we got through that,” he says. 


“First step complete,” | say and we both laugh a bit 
nervously. 


“Honey, you'll always be my little girl. Nothing’s ever going 
to change that.” 


“But | had a good long talk with Damian and he told me how 
you touched places inside him that he didn’t even know 
existed. And although I would disagree because I’ve had a 
front row seat all these years as his best friend, | would say 
that he always had those places inside him... he just needed 
the right person to bring them out. 


| just never thought it would be you. But! could tell in the 
tone of your messages and the words you used when you 
were calling and texting from Japan. | saw something in you 
that reminded me of the most special moment of my life.” 


My dad takes a deep breath and blows it out. 


“Wow, this is tough.” 
The room goes completely quiet. 


“| saw in you the same thing | saw in your mother when | 
knew she had finally fallen in love with me, and | say finally 
because | fell in love with her the moment | met her.” 


| grab the box of tissues from Damian’s lap and get to work 
on my eyes immediately before | look like | jumped in the 
Pacific. 


“Baby girl, it’s been tough for all of us since your mother 
passed. It’s especially difficult for me because | see more 
and more of her in you each and every day. And as crazy as 
it sounds it took Damian here to make me realize that. 


And the best way to honor your mother’s love, and boy did 
she ever have too much of it... more than any man, let alone 
me, deserved, is to let you love just as deeply and with all of 
your heart as she did. 


And who you choose to love is not my decision if I’m being 
honest. And it didn’t take long for me to realize that the 
best man for you, honestly, was my best friend. There’s no 
one | trust more in this world and that includes trusting him 
with your heart. 


| Know he’s going to take care of you, protect you, and love 
you like no one else can. 


| knew it before you two got back, and he gave me his word 
at the Tea Garden, even though | didn’t ask... but | sure did 
appreciate hearing it straight from him. 


So I’m telling you two straight... straight from my heart. You 
have my complete blessing and | know you two are going to 
be perfect for each other. 


Just promise to come visit and include me in stuff from time 
to time, okay?” 


“Always,” Damian and | both say at the same time. 
“And don’t make me feel like a grandpa too fast, okay?” 
“Ummm yeah. About that.” 


Both Damian and my dad’s eyes dart towards me and the 
entire mood of the room changes, but not in a bad way at 
all. 


“You’re...?” Damian says. 
| nod. 


| throw myself into his arms and by the time | realize what’s 
happening my dad’s already back in the living room from 
somewhere he must have ran off to with two cigars. 


“Dad! That’s for when you have a baby boy and after it’s 
born.” 


“These are for celebrating, and I’m celebrating my best 
friend and my baby girl getting married. And if you havea 
baby boy, and | hope you do, well then the two of us can 
smoke one then too. But your fiancé and | are gonna smoke 
these outside because you’ve got a bun in the oven, the 
newest member of our little tribe here, and we want to give 
him or her every opportunity to be as happy and as healthy 
as | feel right now.” 


Damian and my dad light up and for the first time in all their 
years as friends | see them hug each other, and in a crazy 
way it looks like two Grizzly bears standing on their hind 
legs about to wrestle. 


That’s what happens when real men hug | guess. 

And it’s just as rare as seeing Grizzly bears wrestling. 

But as much as I'd wrestled with the possible problem | had 
in my mind the solution was a piece of cake...a piece of 
wedding cake that is. 

Because that’s how it goes when you find a real man, an 
older man, who knows what he wants and won’t stop until 
he gets it. 

And the best part of it all? 


When he wants you...and a family. Together. 


EPILOGUE 


Delilah 


One year later 


| bounce baby Dylan on my knee as | bounce ideas off of 
Damian on our conference call. 


I’m at home and he’s at the office with some clients, but 
thanks to video conferencing | feel like I’m right in the room. 


“That sounds great, honey. Let’s do it.” 
“Great. See you at dinner” 


“You know | wouldn’t miss it,” he says. He gives me a wink 
and blows me a kiss and we end the call. 


Before | delegate these design changes to my team I’m 
going to take a few minutes to feed Dylan and relax a 
minute. 


Since Damian and | got married there were sweeping 
changes throughout the company. 


The number one rule changed from “just work harder” to 
“family first.” And the best thing is Damian meant it. 


He immediately offered any employee that wanted it, and 
whose job allowed it, to work from home. 


The employees loved it plus it gives us the option of 
downsizing to a smaller office saving some money which we 
can invest in our next vacation. 


And our vacations truly are investments now. We want to 
take Dylan, and all our future children, to so many places 
around the globe so they can get a first hand education and 
understanding of other people. 


And I’ve gotten so much better at understanding the tech 
world, and business, just from our trip to Tokyo and working 
next to Damian on a daily basis. 


| find my favorite, comfy chair and prepare to feed Dylan. 
There’s something special about the connection between 
mother and child and when I look down and see him there 
resting on my torso and getting the nourishment he needs, 
from me, it makes me feel like | have a much bigger purpose 
in life. 


And it feels wonderful. 


And the idea of being a twenty-one-year-old mom in today’s 
day and age would have seemed way outdated to me if you 
would have asked me a little over a year ago. 


But Damian’s birthday party changed everything, including 
me. 


| went from having a huge crush to landing the catch of a 
lifetime. 


| look up at the clock and realize that after Dylan’s feeding 
time he’s going to need to catch some zzzs. Ah, the benefits 
of working from home. 


| stare out the window at the Golden Gate as my eyes glide 
across it, seeing how it connects two beautiful things 
together The bridge making each one more accessible, 
more enjoyable, and stronger in the process. 


And that’s exactly like Damian and |. Apart we’re not so 
bad, but together we’re an unbeatable team. 


And thanks to this little guy clinging to my breast, our team 
is growing right along with the ever-increasing love we're 
putting into our business and our employees lives. 


And it’s all because of him, that there’s an us. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Damian 
Fourteen more years later 


“So this is what they call Silicon Allee, kids,” | say as we 
walk through the tech district of Berlin, Germany. 


“Cool!” Dylan says. 


| look over at my wife and we high five as the kids’ eyes go 
wide and they start exploring everything. 


It was our hope that Dylan would like it here. He’ll be 
sixteen soon and we want him to live and study abroad for a 
year. 


Fortunately one of our business associates has a room in his 
house for him. It’s the perfect fit. 


And speaking of perfect fit, Delilah has more than proven 
herself as the perfect fit to lead our company back in S.F. 


Or should | say her company. I’m still the president, in title 
at least, but she’s the C.E.O. and the owner. Because of the 
age gap we figured it was better to transfer the company 
over to her now than to worry about it later Plus | wanted 
her to have it in her name. The work she’s put into it the 
last few years...she more than deserves it. 


And we hope to be able to pass it to our children one day. 


And with the enthusiasm they’ve shown for all things tech 
so far, that looks like a very real possibility. 


And although Dylan will think he’s over here on a study 
abroad year, assuming he likes the idea, what he'll really be 
doing is getting face time with the son of my associate. 


So we're basically both ensuring the next generations of our 
family continue their working relationship... just as it should 
be. 


And Dylan will have plenty of help in the boardroom when 
his time comes. 


Shoot, it might not even be him that runs the company. 
There’s also Daisy, Daniela, and Dawson to choose from 
when that time comes. 


Personally | think Daisy has it in her the most. She’s fearless 
and relentless, which is kind of ironic considering her name 
is the kind of flower you find just blowing in the field. 


And that’s why we named her Daisy in the first place. 
Although I can’t keep my hands off my woman it’s a sure bet 
that Daisy was conceived in Crissy Field, right near the base 
of the Golden Gate. 


It was a day Darren was watching the other two kids we had, 
at the time, and the wife and I had a nice little picnic... only 
to find rolling up in a picnic blanket is very romantic and 
provides just the right amount of coverage from potential 
prying eyes. 


But if there were prying eyes that day they didn’t see 
anything. 


First and foremost because I’d never let another man see my 
woman's body, or another woman mine. 


And second of all because my eyes, like always, were 
completely locked on hers... right where they belong. 


Even fifteen years later every time | look at her it feels like 
that first time all over again...the first time on my fortieth 
birthday that is. 


Because that’s the moment I knew, without a doubt in the 
world, that she would be mine. 


And that’s exactly what | did. Made her mine. 
Forever. 

“I'm feeling hungry again,” Delilah says. 
“Yes!” | say pumping my fist. 


“What? You just can’t get enough of these bratwursts can 
you?” 


| wrap my arms around her. “I just can’t get enough of you,” 
I say. “And the last time you were hungry like this you 
were...drumroll please... pregnant.” 

“Nooooo.” 


“Yes. Believe me. | remember” 


| watch as her eyes gaze off into the distance as she tries to 
recall. 


“Oh my gosh, you’re right.” 

“I'm always right,” | say prodding her in the ribs playfully. 
“Are you sure about that?” she asks. 

“Well | was right when it mattered most,” | say. 

“And when might that have been?” 


“When I saw you and knew | was going to do whatever it 
took to make you mine.” 


“Give mea kiss,” she says. 
“With pleasure.” 


Our two lips meet and before long we’re going at it right 
then and there, our kiss deepening. 


Our lips pull back expecting to hear our kids say something 
to us like “get a room,” but they don’t. 


Because they’re nowhere to be seen. 


“There they are,” | say pointing to the other side of the 
glass. 


“Are they in there playing with some sort of Al robot?” she 
asks. 


“It looks like it,” | say. 


“Well that means we can continue our little adult playtime 
then doesn’t it?” 


“You don’t have to ask me twice,” | say grabbing her by her 
amazing ass and lifting her up off the ground. 


Her legs wrap around my waist as | carry us behind a row of 
bushes. 


“Really? Right here?” she asks. 
“You know if | could | would have you everywhere.” 


| check to make sure there are no drones overhead or any 
buildings with high floors that have a view of us. 


Nope. 


We let the kids do their thing with the technology inside as 
we do our thing with each other outside. 


Because no matter the advances in technology in the future 
they'll never replace the love one person has for another. 


Especially mine for her and hers for me. 
And that’s a feeling you just can’t replicate... ever. 


Because she’s one of a kind. 
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